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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
TWO POEMS 

THE HOUSEWIFE 

In that rich room it is not dusk, not day. 
A few late sunbeams fall like silver rain 
And pool themselves upon the counterpane; 
She does not notice when they move and stray. 
So peacefully she lies! Her fingers fray 
The covering beneath, but in her brain 
She feels no knotting of the silken skein — 
So softly does life wind itself away. 

While others, restless, mark the hours' slow ebb, 
And stop the tinkling bell, the clicking gate; 
Or trembling turn to listen, whisper, wait — 
While Death, the spider, weaves its gauzy web — 
There placidly she lies beneath its loom, 
Planning new curtains for the living-room. 

OLD FOLK 

Two old women live in our street: 
One is sour and the other is sweet. 

Here is a secret -hid in youth: 

Young lips and eyes may mask the truth, 

But wrinkled faces hold the print — 
Coins they are that speak their mint. 

[78] 



Mildred Plew Merryman 

Youth is a spicy potpourri — 

None may guess what the contents be; 

But old folk all must come to an hour 
When they turn quite plainly sweet or sour. 

Mildred Plew Merryman 



AUTUMN 

My maple tree is yellow green 
Against a blue-gray sky. 
In little groups of three and four 
I see the restless pigeons fly. 

The air is rain-washed — fresh and sweet, 
Mingled with pungent scent of pine. 
Kissed by the faintest glint of sun, 
Amber and bronze the poplars shine. 

He knew the woods — how many times 
I've seen him tramping in the rain, 
Singing among the trees he loved 
The songs Til never hear again! 

Francesca Rios 
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